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TIIE next time you are thinking of
going to the theatre change your
mind. Buy Bluc-Gross and Broadway,
by Mana Thbompson Daviess, wead it
yourself, give it to the family, the maid,
the telephone girl and the elevator boy
and then send it to the soldiers, thus kill-
ing two or three hundred birds with one
stone. If books can feel, this one will be
insufferably conceited at the end of a
week or two in eamp. It is reported
that Marjorie Benton Cooke's Bamin
proved so popular in camp that the sol-
diers or lads or boys or whalever you like
to call them were afraid to lay it down be-
tween readings. PBlwe-Grass ond Broad-
way has stormed the eamps in just such a
manner.
has to say of it:

“Bay, if you see a hook ealled Blue-
Grass and Broadwaw, go to it. It's got

all the thrille you want to meet for the,

next few days—and then ssme—all about
the theatre game, inside dope and great
stufl at that. And it's got a little girl
from Kentneky in it thatll wind yoaor
heart around your neek a eouple of times
before she’s done. The genuine article,
believe me. Oh, boy! But I've got te
get back to camp and finish it
“Private A E. F.”
It is great stofl. Father Miss lhm

Read what one (ighting man.

of “ BLUE GRASS and BROADWAY ¥

has learned the ropes of the theatrical
world pretty well or she is just naturally
a good sailor. Being a good deal of a
playwright herself, besides a farmer and
business woman, she brings & miedy

clothes and brings her purring voiee and
long, eurling, tearful lashes to New York
to clinch the matier, there isn't a woman
above the Masoo and Dixon line who will
be eat enough lo wish ber anything but
success. There is something abhout these
Keutucky girds, as Miss Daviess admits.
One thing we must know. If erape myr-
tle grows in Westehester eounty, as Miss
Daviess says it does, where, oh, where, is
the spot? Give us a bag and a nei and
lead the way. Let us have one more
spray for old gake’s sake.

BLUEGRABS AND BROADWAY. By
Maws Tuompsox Daviess, The Century
f'nmpan;r .ljn

1919

Haggard the [limitable

\'1

I.\' dedicating his new novel to Earl
Curzon Sir Rider Haggard wams
him it has a parable, with application
“to our state and possibililies—benenth
or beyond these ghmpses of the moon.”
And so it evidently has, but whether by
“state and possibilities” Sir Rider means
the Britsh Empire or Western civilization
or all manknd we are not sure.

For we lLavent searched out the par-
able entire. Can you blame us? If youm
were shipwreeked on a Pacific island, m
the company of a cocker spanicl, a pug-
naciously atheistie surgeon, aad a High
Chureh elergyman just his epposite——

And if the four of you discovered the
relies of a world empire of supermen,
250,000 years lost, and amonyg these relics
the superkingl and his superbeaniecus
daushter, ahve, having lain off that time
in erystal coffins in a state of snspended
animation——

And if the king were to wafl you, by
way of the Fourth Dimension, to his dead
tapshlﬂtymﬁehvehofﬂnurth.
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ance of the earth——
And if, meanwiule haviag to
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and to start the world all over again, with
the eastern. peoples for breeding stuck,
and you and thst beguteons dauchter of
his for king and qneen——

And if von discovered as you went
along that the daughier and your late
wife were eternally identical ia spirit,
while you yourself were the reembodiment
of a prinee whom fhe danghter had loved
and forsworn 2,500 penturies before- —

If all this were goinz on, would you
be able to take in parables and profit by
moral lessons? We weren't! We did
make something hazy of the circumsiance
that the faith of the mulish Bastin, the
prurher, showed up bett«r aguinst the

marvels and temptations than the seien-
tific doubts of Bickley the sumigeon. We
also made something, which we disliked,
of the fuet thag Bastin hud converted the
Prineess Yva fo his bastmado creed im- "
mediately  before the self-sacrifies by
which she thwarted Papa’s world wrack-
ing design. Our reason for dislikiag i |
was that if Bastins Christianity is the
genuine thing, our hwable beliefs ia’ the V.
matter have been imisled.
Devotees of Sir Rider Haggard wall
p-rttrre from the foregomg that 2 &8
back in something of his She and £yeshe
form; and thai years have not sonered
nor customers staled his illimitable saagie
nation. Yva the princess descends in &-
rect creative lime from Ayesha; if [Teme
phrey Arbuthnot, the I-narrator, 'S
Kallikrates, at least he is what he needs
to be in order o tell the tale.. Baslin i3
an amusing ass (we intend no rrevenmes;
Sir Rider takes great pains to nlhll" 1
of kim) at first. :
On that astral tour which Hompheey
Arbuthnot makes m King Oro's m-;-; . ,
tHe United States is visited ; but —“al this
point there is » gap I l.r Arbuthoot's
MS, so Oro’s reflections on the Neatral
Nations, if any, remain mreeonled ® '-
What & pity! Were they unrecorded, we
wonder, in the original £ 4 -
t!ﬂ_nnhﬁmm e
a deletion made somewhere, by some “
afler the United States got over Id"l
Neutral Nation !
We wish we had time, space and en
wrgyfornpmﬁxmymﬁem
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It 13 the eosmos-wandering Let's
tend of the Rider Haggard of old, ol
in a ealico print emmistion of Jose
coat, burdened with a parable too h
for ita back, and turned loose in the
ary sphere of the minor wild fiet

thrill our bovhoods.

WHEN THE WORLD SHOOE.
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By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

IN reading the finely eonecived and

written book on Anstole Framee by
Lewis Piaget Shanks I snddenly reealled
that some years ago, while rooting aronnd
in ancient sehisms and seets, I had run
across the Fathers of the Church of Ana-
tole. Anatole Franee and Thomes Hardy
remain the two Titans left on the Olympus
of Liternture. The slopes below have a
Jong waiting list, but on those heights a
few are chosen and none is ealled.

The Fathers of the Church of Anatole
were called the Acntaleptics, a sect from
wayback opposed to the Gnostics, who
were the mystieal prohibitionists of their
day and knew it all. The doctrine of the
Acataleplics was the doetrine of the in-
comprehensibility of all things. Life pass-
eth tlle understanding. Pyrrho is the so-
preme Acataleptie among the ancienfs.
Anatole France is the supreme Acatalep-
tic among the ulfra-moderns. Between
stands the great figure of Michel de Mon-
taigne, on whese tomb is graven that
profoundly religious question, “What Do
I Enow?”

If mulcpsy is o “possession,” Acata-
Iepsy is a state of ultimate freedom. “The
story of an intellectual odyssey® Mr.
Bhanks beantifully calls the earcer of
Anatole France from the publication of
Alfred de Vigny, ftude (1868) to What
Our Dead Say (1918). Odyssey, indeed!
for the adventures of Ulysses-Anatole on
the way were worth the recording, and
the destination is of no importanee. Ana-
tole Franee is the Ulysses of literature, as
Vietor Hugo was the Homer of ereeds.
The world is a whimsey. Nothing ean be
proven; nothing disproven. “Eareka” was
uttered by n madman (an ironical mad-
man, Poe). Anatole smiles and smiles
(like Renan) and is not s villain, for, if
be hm given us irony as shield to fend
the slings and arrows of oulrageous gods,
hhﬁ*ﬂhwﬂ?ﬂy Apollo
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Musings in the Church of Anatole

and Dionysos are his gods—Contempia-
tion and Eestasy. Eat, drink and make
merry, for to-morrow you may be an im-
mortal, and it shall be asked of you, “Did
you love My earth or reject it?’ For the
kingdom of the Anatolian heaven is made
up of sane pagans.

The vast smile of the great Frenchman
dissolves all systems. The nets woven by
the Teutomie minded will never strangle
him in their fpids. Through the walls of
all the granite superstitions, whether sei-
entifie, political or réligious, he passes
hike a ghost. His solving merriment is a
eomie fourth dimension. His is the un-
arithmetieal grin. That this paecifist be-
cume a warrior in 1914, thal he had gone
over to Socialism, but eomplete the irony
of his Daemon. He rfunded himself out
by taking sides. The race, the human, in
him (prefigured . in that masterpieee,
Cranquebeille—1904—which John Gals-
worthy expropriated and called Justicr)
leaped to its feet. France and humanity
were merely extensions of Anatole. Nine-
teen fourteen was a giant retort wherein
the individual in him, the literary wizard
and indifferent seer disappeared like a
snowstorm in a sun. The smile and tha
tear married and beeame a sword. The
greal ghost, Race Solidarity, rose before
him like some mythologic beast. His So-
cialism was o eonfromtation of the eom-
men euemy of man, Selfishness. His in-
telleet foundered in his heart. He be-
came the thing he smiled at. The Abbé
Jerome fell on his knees before La Pu-
eclle. He is himself a characier out of
one of his books. He satirized his own
life in that mserntable August

In The Opinions of Jerome Coignard
and Le Jardin d'Epicure he is a ehemist
of visions, the Bean Brummel of Satanus.
He analvzed and elassified the errors that
the world believes to be certainties. He
is the tawdermist ¢f lLuman illusions.
ﬂu great Salirist had his little

with Anatole, 05 Anstole bad had his
jesis about -l fhings. As &.
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Shanks says (among all the beautiful
things he says in this sympathetically
eritical hook) : “Like the homunealus of
Faust, the romantie Pyrrhonist yields to
life's imperative call. He turns to his
de<k, and there makes a stand against the
flix of appearances which Heraelitus
first tanght by the Ionian Sea.”

And why not? Is not France the efer-
nal Don Quisote of civilization? She has
the seals of Mount Sinai on her brows
She has always warred for the Iuvisible,
for a thing not seen of the eyes, for

'himera. On the Jaeob’s landder of so-
eial evolution she has stood on the hizh-
est rung. She is the sanity of the world;
her socialism is a sane socialism; her in-
dividualism a sane individualism; her
nationalism a sane nalionalism. But Ao-
atole Franee was not “converled” 1 la
Tolstor. He did not reject his past and
eall in the Savonarolas for & bonfire of his
books in the Plaee de la Coneorde, as Tol-
stoi would have done. For his sense of
homor perecived that each gesture he
had made to life from his birth on the
Qua, Malaquais was valid The great
Russian was a freak; Anatole France is a
Life.

If France had never written anything
else, La Ritisserie de la Reme Pedaque
Thais and La Bévolle des Amges would
have pat him into the Pantheon. The first
named iz, in the opmion of Mr. Shanks,
of the very essemce of France. 1 agree
with kim. It is Latinity in all its reck-
less glory. In Thais one sees the in-
fluence of Flauberf. It is the irony of
aseeticism and sensualism. The Revolt
of the Angels (a bartender first gave me
this book {o read—you never ean tell!) is
a mythogony. It is the siege of Lord
Abrueadsbra by the Greenwieh Village
geninses of the earth. Not to have read
it i9‘not fo have read. 1i is a pity Vietor
Hngo died before it was writien. He
wonhl hvu moved his pontifieal chair
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get from Anatole France? T is this! .
eagle about to take fight from a perk— ' ¥
such should be the attitude of the i'ree, =
evolving, life euricus soul. No ﬁﬂ“
no eread, is final; each belief shoult! bee
only a promontory from which to b -
a more distant belief. We should-
singing toward the unknown. Waitl _'
beyoudness, without vision, lnﬂlﬂ‘ 4
lives in & tomb. Oue'em-hllllﬂ-
in any one thing and beeome speek
and aetor, beeause it is a health gest
we see the “great process” is not “géod™
or “evil,” but beautifal We no lojger
demand a morality, but an =sthetic. Wa .
glorify change, seeing in it the methed
of a timeless miracle. Says Mr. Shadks;
“An Epicurean gifted with an aedve
mind, a restless soul cver seeking the um-
known, will of course enjoy a loager
cvele of plessures tham a mere sensusl S8
hedonist.” But when will the crowdiame =8
derstand that an Epicurean is ool ®
lobster sormorant and & wine guzziery
“Life” onee said an Tmp to me, “is the
highest form of organized stupidity, &
pered by magnifieent illusions; and
Universe is a great epic that a Shake
speare has written with a worm.” |
might have said the great Anatole, m
the rarest spirits of the age.
To any one who wsnts to emter 'l
Chureh of Anatole no better book e
be recommended than Mr. Shl.nh'lth
minous and vibrant stody. His style §i
as limpid as his master's and his vabwm
tions are, in the main, just. i o2
ANATOLE FREANCE. By Lzwm'P,
Suaxxs. Chicago: Open Court I‘IHII-
ing Company. $1.50.

The Bookman bas completed its ﬁﬂ
six months sinee it was taken over by the
George H. Doran Company, and & bound
v'olweduxeirﬂunmbenbuh-

ut forth, showing many new and nots-
bkm among contemparary 'ﬂt-!’
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